CHAPTER IV

BOSTON FREED

THUS began what seems to us now an impos-
sible war. Although it had been brooding for
ten years, since the Stamp Act, which showed that
the ties of blood and of tradition meant nothing to
the British Tories, now that it had come, the Col-
onists may well have asked themselves what it meant.
Probably, If the Colonists had taken a poll on that
fine July morning in 1775, not one in five of them
would have admitted that he was going to war to
secure Independence, but all would have protested
that they would die if need be to recover their free-
dom, the old British freedom, which came down to
them from Runnymede and should not be wrested
from them,

A British Tory, at the same time, might have re-
plied: "We fight, we cannot do less, in order to disci-
pline and punish these wretches who assume to deny
the jurisdiction of the British Crown and to rebel
against the authority of the British Parliament.!1
A few years before, an English general had boasted
that with an army of five thousand troops he would
undertake a march from Canada, through the Col-
onies, straight to the Gulf of Mexico. And Colond he pushed on,
